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ties were slow in taking a decision. The lawyer came one day with
the suggestion that as I was a Hungarian I should write to the
Hungarian Minister' in Vichy asking him to bring my letter to the
Marechal's notice. In that letter I should explain that it was pre-
posterous to bring such a charge against a neutral who had nothing
to do with this war, and I could stress that I thought a lot of Petain
and his rule. In fine, they should let me out. The lawyer considered
that a sound idea.
Now it happens that I've but very few principles, and because
they're so few I can't be lavish with them: I'm a pauper at the feast
of principles. The plutocrat of principles can easily give up his
principle of not playing cards on a Sunday since there remain the
rest of them, like not voting for the Liberal Party, disliking dagoes
on principle and not marrying a divorced woman. But for me to give
up even one of those very few would be disaster. So I thanked the
lawyer for his sound advice, grinned at the yellow old woman and
said I preferred five years.
Nona could not obtain a permit from Leon to come and see me.
The lawyer tried to intervene but Leon contended I was a dangerous
person, hence he couldn't let me communicate with the outer
world through her. That appeared rather hard on me. There were
.murderers whose wives came to see them; perhaps they were less
dangerous. But something was fishy. As I've said, letters were
carefully censored, yet one afternoon came the chief warder into
my cell and in the name of Leon confiscated all the letters Nona
had written me and which, naturally, had been censored before.
Even the oldest lags couldn't remember a precedent. Nona had
written 'just hold on, once you're out somebody will get it in the
neck,' shortly before the letters were seized. Our correspondence
was like flashes at sea. I had said if I got a stiff sentence there
was no thing else left for her but to return to America: she had
answered she would wait if it lasted a million years. That sounded
a lot.
People came and people went. Jack got his liberte provisoire at
the beginning of December. We parted the best of friends.
Mathieu went, too. Among the new-comers in the cell was a
French staff officer with whom I used to talk late into the night. It
was always about the downfall of France. He knew Laval. He
enumerated at length the different crooked dealings of his; there
were reels and reels of them. He knew Darlan, too. "Laval," he
said, "is an astute fox of Auvergne; but Darlan is just ambitious.
Now that Laval has been sacked and Darlan is in power the danger